A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
1 am myself again, I am made acquainted with the
situation* As our rooms are dim, it being not un-
naturally surmised that a lighted candle would
prove too much for our hilarious brigand opposite,
I peer through a window into the dark only to
behold our friend ready and expectant. We turn in
and leave him to it, till sleep and thirst, sharpened
by impatience, get the better of him.
In the morning I sauntered over to Grant's house,
with bandaged head, to be informed that he is not
very well, and is in fact confined to bed. I go up to
see him. He remembers nothing of the night before,
and is quite polite and docile till I take up the rifle
and ammunition beside his bed, and hand them to
an orderly. Then the scene is changed to fury.
Had not Carson given him the rifle? Had not Carson
said on parade that no man was to take it from him?
Grant put up a good fight, but there is safety in
numbers, and he got the hammering of his life and
two thick ears. It was thought that this lesson
would have been enough, but, alas, the drink had
too firm a hold, and, after he had expended much
patience and ingenuity in gaining entry to my abode
on several subsequent occasions, I was forced to
crave the support of the A .P.M., who whepled him
up in front of the magistrate.
A discussion behind closed doors between Mr.
Nagle, Colonel Hill-Trevor and myself leads to a